
7 he Tragedy of Hamlet 

The poore aduanced makes friends ofenemics, 

And hethertoo doth louc on fortune tend, 

For who not needs, fhall neoer lacke a friend, 

And who in want ahollow friend doth try, 

Dircdlly feafons him his cncmie. 

But orderly to end where I begunne, 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary nrnne. 

That our dcuices ftill are ouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our ow ne, 

So thinkc thou wile no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy firtt Lord is dead. v 
Qwe.Nor earth to me giue foode, norheauen light. 

Sport and repofe lock from rnee day* and night. 

To defperation turne my truft and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in pri/on be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blanckes the face of ioy, 

Meete what I would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both heere and hence purfue me lading (trite, H am. If (lie fhould 
Ifoncelbeea widdow,euerIbcawife. breakeitnow 

King. Tisdeepelyfworne,fwcetleauemecheareawhile, 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
The tedious day with fleepe, 

Quee . Sleepe rock thy braine. 

And neuer come mifchatice betwixt vs twane. Exeunt. 

Htm, Maddam, how like you this play? 
j Quee. The Lady doth protefl too much me thrnkes. 

Ham, O but fhee’lekeepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t? 
Ham. No, no, they do but ieft.poyfbnin ieft,no offence i th world. 
King, What do you call the play ■ 

Ham. The Mouierrap.nnry how tropically, this play is the Image 
ofamurther done in Vienna , Gonz.ago is the Dukes name , his wife 
Haptifla, you fhall fee anone. tis a knauifh pecce of worke,but what 
of that f your maiefty and we (hall haue free foules,it touenes vs not, 
let thegauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrung. This is one Lu- 
eiauusj Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luctanus. 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your louc 
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Trince tf Derma rle. 

St ' It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge. 

T t^S^usbands. BeginneWherer ta* 
thyimnable faces and begin, come, the crokingRaucn doth bel- 

Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit and time agreeing, 
r^nfiderat feaion els no creature ieeing, 

& mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected, 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice in te&ed, 

Thv naturaUmagkke, and di. e property, , 

Lam and written in very choice ltal.an. yon fcallfee 
fnonho^the tnurtherer gets the lone of G»nx.*gw wtfe. 

Oph. The King rrfes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord > 

•phi. Giue ore the play. 

Ham. Why let the ftroken deerc goe weepe. 

The Hart vngauled play, 

I er$ if the reft of my fortunes turne Turkc with me, with prouinci- 

allZofes,onmyraz’dfhooes,getmca(ellow(biginacityo pay 

Hora. Halfe a fliarc. 

Ham , A whole one L 
For thou doftknow oh Damon deete 
This Re ilme dimantled was 
Of loue himfelfe, and now raignes heere 

A very very paiovk. 

Hora. You might haue rim d. , r » 

H am. O good Horatio , lie take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 

pound, Didrtpcrceaue? 

Hora . Very well my Lord. 

Ham' Vppon thctalkeofthcpoyfofling 
Hera ♦ I did very well note h;m, 

Hj 
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